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ODE  TO  THE  FLOWERS. 

Guelda  Elliott,  TO. 

Bury  the  flowers  Tieatli  the  pall  of  the  snow, 
Softly,  slowly, 

Herald  to  all  the  same  tidings  of  woe 
Sadlv,  lowly. 

Gone  are  these  messengers,  pure,  undefiled, 

Dainty  and  sweet  as  the  heart  of  a  child, 

Gone  for  a  time,  from  a  climate  so  wild, 

Surely,  wholly. 

Here  now  no  longer  may  brightness  be  found — 
’Tis  dreary — 

Somber  and  gray  is  life’s  dismal  round — 

’Tis  weary. 

But  cheer  ye,  mates,  soon  the  spring  will  be  here, 

Soon  too  all  enchantment  and  witchery  dear 

Of  the  flowers  resurrected  in  radiance  clear, 

Will  come  cheerly. 

Then  be  thankful  for  blessings  so  freely  bestowed 
Be  glad ! 

Sure,  the  Father  knows  well  the  long  weary  road 
So  sad. 

For  he  sends  us  the  flower  as  his  purest  and  hest, 

To  bring  us  His  message  of  love  and  of  rest, 

To  gives  us  a  glimpse  of  the  Realms  of  the  Blest  ■ 
So  be  glad ! 
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ELLEN  OF  THE  HIGHLANDS— A  FLAY  FROM  SCOTCH 
HISTORY,  BASED  ON  SIXTH  CANTO  OF  “LADY 
OF  THE  LAKE"  BY  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT. 

W.  Dole  Kerr,  ’ll. 

SCENE. 

Stirling  Castle,  a  stronghold  amid  the  Scotch  Highlands. 

DRAMATIS  PERSONAE. 

James  Fitz-James,  King  of  Scotland,  in  disguise. 

Lewis,  Captain  of  Scotch  soldiers. 

Bertram,  soldier  of  Scotland. 

John  DeBrent,  rude  soldier. 

The  Warder,  Earls  of  Mar  and  Moray,  Leech. 

nobility. 

Ellen  Douglass,  daughter  of  Earl  of  Douglass. 

Earl  of  Douglass,  an  exiled  Scottish  Lord. 

Allan  Bane,  minstrel,  attendant  on  Ellen. 


LADIES  IN  WAITING. 


Malcolm  Graeme,  Ellen’s  lover. 

Roderick  Dhu,  outlaw  chief  of  Elan  Alpine. 
Soldiers,  Lords  and  Ladies  of  the  Court. 


ACT  i. 

Scene  1 — Early  morning  in  the  Court  of  Guard.  Enter  three 
soldiers. 

1  Soldier.  Come  comrades,  come,  what  means  this  drunken 

stupor?  Make  room  there,  De  Brent,  for  three  worthy  soldiers 
of  Scotland. 

file  and  his  companions  seat  themselves  at  table,  bearing 
signs  of  debauch.) 

2  Soldier.  A\  hat  does  it  mean  to  us,  exiled  from  home  and 

loved  ones  all,  if  we  can  drown  our  mem’ries  beside  the  flowing 
bowl  ? 

•  >  Soldier  (compassionately).  But  what  of  our  wounded 
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comrades  who  lately  drew  their  trusted  blades  in  the  bloody 
fray  of  Lock  Achray?  They  be  full  near,  and  our  noise  I  fear 
will  not  work  to  their  good. 

2  Soldier  (scornfully).  A  pity  for  your  tender  heart,  but 
naught  of  compassion  for  the  wounded.  Why  stayed  they  not 
at  home  like  we?  Theirs  then  would  be  the  revelry,  not  groans 
and  weaklings’  prayers. 

1  Soldier.  But  what  of  the  battle?  (Addresses  soldiers.) 
Know’st  any  than  ought  of  the  battle  fought  at  the  close  of  yes- 
tere’en?  Was  any  on  the  scene? 

John  De  Brent.  What  care  we  for  the  news  of  the  fray? 
We’ve  concerns  enough  with  affairs  of  today,  (^side  to  ser¬ 
vants.)  Renew  the  bowl!  (And)  soldiers  every  one  give  ear, 
and  help  me  this  jolly  tune  upbear.  (Sings.) 

(The  Warder’s  challenge  sounds  without.)  (All  stags  sing- 
mg.) 

2  Soldier — The  Warder  calls  without.  (Rises  and  goes  to 
door — opens  it.)  Bertram  of  Ghent,  sirs. 

Enter  Bertram  of  Ghent. 

2  Soldier — And  who  are  your  fair  captives  without? 

Bertram — A  maid  and  minstrel — 


John  DeBrent — Thou  must  surely  a  new  trade  have  adopted, 
to  roam  o’er  the  country  with  minstrel  and  maid.  But  bring 
in  thy  captives.  Let  the  minstrel  play.  And  we'el  make  merry 
on  this  holiday. 

Bertram — No  captives  they,  but  maid  and  man,  who,  after 
defeat  of  McAlpine  clan,  sought  the  audience  of  Mar,  the  Earl. 
He  in  turn  gave  their  keeping  into  my  hands.  (Goes  to  the 
door  and  brings  in  Ellen  and  Allan.)  A  high-born  maiden, 
men,  is  she,  and  none  shall  do  her  harm.  (To  Allan  and  Ellen) 
Ye  need  not  feel  alarm. 


John  DeBrent — A  boaster,  men,  and  a  selfish  man  who,  with 
a  minstrel  and  maid  will  allow  us  to  gain  no  enjoyment  from 
them,  and  deems  our  company  too  rough  for  such  as  they.  A 
high  born  maid  indeed!  No  doubt  as  high  born  as  any  other  of 
her  class.  A  wandering  minstrel  girl  rather,  who  sought  this 
pretext  for  entering  the  castle.  (Steps  toward  Ellen)  And  nov 
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for  a  dance,  fair  minstrel  maid.  (Allan  places  his  hand  on 
his  dagger.) 

Bertram — Hold ! 

Ellen  (dropping  shawl  by  which  she  has  been  screening  her 
face  (addressing  soldiers) — Gentlemen!  I  as  the  daughter 
of  a  true  soldier,  ask  protection  of  you,  his  valiant  comrades. 

3  Soldier  (aside) — A  pity  ’tis  indeed  that  such  an  one  should 
be  thrust  into  such  company. 

2  Soldier  (aside) — Sweet  innocents  should  careful  be  when 
thrust  with  this  gay  company. 

John  DeBrent — Apologies,  my  lady  fair,  for  thoughtless 
words  and  boasting  air.  A  daughter,  men,  of  such  as  we,  need 
she  fear  ought  in  our  company?  (Aside.)  My  daughter  Rose 
(lie  sighs)  Ah  me!  just  such  an  age  e’en  now  is  she.  (To  Ellen) 
You  take  my  daughter’s  place  to  me,  and  I  will  father  act  for 
thee.  And  woe  be  it  to  any  man  who  raises  against  thee  his 
hand.  Ye  all  do  know  me  and  my  sword.  Enough!  Need  ye 
no  other  word. 

Lewis — Not  so  Brent.  (To  Ellen.)  Thy  champion,  fair 
maid,  I’ll  be.  Thy  knight  or  squire.  Rely  on  me. 

Ellen  (aside) — I  must  put  down  my  pride,  and  take  these 
rough  offers  in  the  spirit  meant.  (To  the  soldiers.)  Look  you! 
Know  ye  this  ring?  Through  it,  I  seek  to  gain  an  audience 
with  Scotland’s  king. 

Soldiers  (in  ill  concealed  surprise) — The  king’s  ring! 

1  Soldier  (aside) — This  damsel  must  have  surely  had  an 
audience  with  the  king  before. 

Lewis  (respectfully) — Lady,  we  humbly  place  our  rude  as¬ 
sistance  at  thy  command,  and  I  shall  see  you  rest  yourself  in 
fitting  place  until  such  time  as  the  king  be  risen  and  can  give 
you  audience. 

Ellen — Allan,  take  my  purse  (hands  purse).  There!  And 
give  each  worthy  man  a  share. 

(Soldiers  express  their  thanks.) 

John  DeBrent  (awkwardly) — Take  back,  I  pray,  your  prof¬ 
fered  gold  and  let  me  rather  keep  the  purse,  that  1  may  wear 
it  in  my  cap.  Forgive,  I  beg,  a  plea  so  bold. 
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Ellen — Thanks  to  thee  for  speech  so  kind,  and  may  this  thee 
forever  bind,  to  art  of  like  chivalry  profess,  and  aid  all  women 
in  distress. 

(Gives  him  the  purse.) 

1  Soldier  (aside) — DeBrent  a  smitten  love-lorn  youth  would 
seem  to  those  who  now  observe  his  mien. 


DeBrent — Thanks!  Thanks!  Could  I  express  my  gratitude 
in  words  of  flowery  speech  instead  of  blundering  accents  rude! 
(Aside.) 

Ah,  love!  tis  thine  to  teach 
Us  mortals  to  accept  our  part 
Of  disappointments  known  to  each 
Who  e’er  hath  felt  thy  magic  art. 

Farewell,  lady,  John  of  Brent  holds  thee  in  treasured  mem- 

Tw  ever. 

*/ 


(Exeunt  Ellen  and  Lewis.) 

Allan  (to  John  DeBrent) — Allow  me,  sir,  I  pray,  my  mas¬ 
ter's  face  to  see.  This  harp  of  yore  tuned  its  lay  by  mv  fore¬ 
fathers’  fingers  guided.  This  liar])  has  graced  each  festal  day, 
each  birth,  each  death,  each  vietorv  of  this  ancient  lordlv  fain- 
ily.  The  way,  I  pray  thee,  show  me  then  to  this  captive  heir 
of  noble  men,  whose  lineage  and  whose  lordly  name,  accus¬ 
tomed  not  to  slinging  shame  of  imprisonment  and  like  disgrace 
has  fitted  him  rather  for  the  place  captor  than  of  captive  low. 

John  DeBrent  (aside) — Roderick  Dim,  the  captive  chief, 
hath  truly  heard  a  noble  vassal.  (To  Allan)  Follow  me,  Fll 
take  thee  to  thy  captive  lord. 

Exeunt  Allan  and  1  leBrent. 

1  Soldier — And  now,  Bertram,  what  of  the  battle?  Fresh 
from  the  front  thou  well  can'st  tell.  This  glass  will  refresh 
von  and  vour  memory  alike. 

t  t  » 

Bertram  (rejecting  glass) — Well  know  I  all,  and  well  can 
tell,  who  fought  in  front,  who  fled,  who  fell. 

2  Soldier — The  glass  man!  Thy  glass  untouched? 

Bertram — No  glass  need  1  to  help  me  tell  the — 

2  Soldier — No  glass!  What  think  you  men  of  such  a— 

H  Soldier— Silence  men.  and  all  give  ear  to  Bertram. 
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Bertram — Our  troops  advanced  in  regular  order  with  no 
sign  of  foe  till  a  narrow  pass  was  reached.  Out  sprung  the 
highland  archers  then,  on  every  side,  and  the  battle  waged 
tierce  for  a  while.  Finallv,  bv  the  order  of  Mar,  our  forces  be- 
gan  a  slow  retreat  in  order  to  draw  the  highlanders  out  of  the 
pass.  Once  out  of  the  pass  they  were  surrounded  by  Moray’s 
cavalry  who  charged  them  with  their  lances.  The  clan  lacked 
a  leader  and  we  quickly  bore  them  back  and  forced  them  to  go, 
still  retreating,  through  the  pass.  Following  the  retreating 
highlanders,  we  came  to  Loch  Katrine,  and  there  on  an  island 
we  saw  the  women  of  the  clan  gathered  without  protection. 
Moray  offered  a  bounteous  purse  to  any  who  would  swim  over 
to  the  island.  As  we  were  nearest  the  lake,  this  would  not 
have  been  so  difficult  had  not  a  heavy  storm  arisen.  One  man, 
however,  volunteered,  and  had  just  succeeded  in  reaching  the 
island,  amid  the  screams  of  the  women  and  hoarse  shouts  of 
the  highlanders,  when  a  lightning  Hash  came,  so  vivid  as  to 
blind  all  for  an  instant.  Then  followed  a  heavy  downpour  of 
rain,  but  through  it  l  could  discern  a  bloody  corpse  floating 
near  the  island.  The  women  had  a  protector  in  an  elderly 
woman  I  saw  on  the  beach  with  a  dagger  in  her  hand.  The 
highlanders  had  been  rallying  while  our  troops  were  watching 
the  swimmer,  and  now  swooped  down  on  us  with  wild  force. 
When  the  combat  was  at  its  fiercest,  a  knight  with  a  white  flag 
rode  furiously  up.  You  all  know  his  message  Both  Roderick 
Dhu  and  James  of  Douglas  were  taken. 

3  Soldier — Such  tales  make  me  almost  ashamed  that  I  am 
not  an  active  soldier,  but  rather  one  living  on  the  kindness  of 
Scotland. 

1  Soldier — A  sweet  thought  no  doubt  but  not  a  true  one  in 
my  case. 

2  Soldier — Nor  mine. 

Bertram — And  more  the  pity  sirs,  for  with  such  men  as  you 
in  active  service,  Scotland  would  ever  be  victorious. 

Re-enter  Lewis. 


Lewis — Away, 
ing  and  the  king 
dress  for  parade. 


men,  to  your  barracks.  The  morn  is  advanc- 
liolds  court  today.  Prepare  yourselves  in  full 
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Curtain. 

Scene  2 — A  cell  in  the  fortress. 

Enter  Allan  and  DeBrent. 

DeBrent — Here,  Allan,  do  you  take  the  torch,  while  1  roll 
back  the  bolts  and  chains. 

(Allan  waits  impatiently.) 

De  Brent  (opening  the  door) — Enter,  aged  minstrel,  and  yet 
here  wait  till  to  your  noble  chief  the  leech  shall  bring  again 
relief.  His  charge  to  tend  the  captive  well,  and  bring  him  from 
the  fever’s  spell. 

Allan  (aside) — The  fever!  Mv  lord  must  then  be  wounded! 

DeBrent — You  can  enter  now  and  see  your  lord,  say  quick¬ 
ly  tkv  message  for  I  return  soon. 

(Exit  DeBrent.) 

Roderick  Dliu  (awakened  by  noise  of  DeBrent’s  exit)  (rais- 
ing  his  head) — Speed,  Malise,  speed!  The  muster  place  be 
Lannick  Mead!  Instant,  the  time.  Speed! 

Allan  (startled  by  sound  of  familiar  voice,  turning)  (aside) 
— 'Tis  Roderick,  they  erred  in  thinking  I  had  come  from  this 
bold  chieftains  highland  home,  to  seek  him  here.  I  even  knew 
not  he  was  here,  he's  sorely  wounded  though,  1  fear,  Roderick! 

Roderick  (ceasing  his  ravings  of  delirium)  (after  a  short 
time) — Allan!  Allan  Bane!  What  do  you  here?  What  of 
vour  lady? — of  mv  clan? — my  mother? — Douglass? — tell  me 
all.  Are  they  now  ruined  even  as  I?  'Tis  true,  ah  yes,  too 
true,  or  else  thou  wouldn’t  not  meet  me  here.  Tell  me  Allan, 
all.  withholding  nothing.  But  first  of  Ellen.  Fell  she  too  in. 

Allan — Sir,  Ellen  is  safe,  the  outlook  for  her  father  is  hope¬ 
ful. 

Roderick — Mv  mother! 

Allan— The  Lady  Margaret,  too,  is  well  and — 

Roderick— My  clan,  Allan,  tell  me  of  my  clan.  Tell  me  the 
brave,  and  those  who  fled.  The  base  living,  the  noble  dead. 
Old  man,  be  brief,  or  better  still,  set  your  tale  to  music,  and 
sing  as  I  have  heard  von  sing  in  my  far-awa\  island  home. 
Sing  me  a  song  of  the  battle  fought,  till  clang  of  sword  and 
crash  of  spears,  shall  strike  in  this  wounded  chieftain’s  ears, 
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as  never  they  can  do  again.  Sing,  for  my  spirit  ebbetk  fast, 
let  it  soar  forth  on  the  trumpet  blast.  Sing! 

Allan— Full  well  my  lord  can  1  portray  the  happenings  of 
that  noble  fray.  So  stay  thy  spirits  fleeting  course  and  I 
will  tune  to  minstrelsy. 

Sings  “Battle  of  Beal  An  Duire.”  (As  Allan  sings,  from 
time  to  time  he  glances  at  Roderick,  whose  head  is  gradually 
sinking  lower  and  lower,  till  finally  he  lies  still,  hands  clasped, 
and  features  sharply  drawn.  His  fading  eye  and  set  teeth 
show  the  struggle  of  the  various  spirit  as  it  finally  leaves  the 
mortal  body,  and  soars  to  join  the  greater  clan  in  heaven.) 

(Allan  observes  that  Roderick  is  dead.)  (Sings  a  “Lament.”) 

Enter  John  DeBrent. 

DeBrent — Thy  minstrelsy,  ancient  bard,  must  possess  some 
soothing  power  o'er  thy  chief.  For  I  have  never  seen  delirium 
give  place  to  such  a  peaceful  slumber.  Silence,  lest  he  wake. 

Allan — He  sleeps  the  last  sleep,  and  harps  innumerable  play 
eternallv  in  the  land  of  his  slumbers.  Vet  I  will  sing  my  last 
sad  lay.  (Sings  the  “Oororach.") 

DeBrent — Thy  master,  minstrel,  is  no  more? 

Allan — My  master,  no,  but  my  stanch  friend,  James  of  Doug¬ 
lass,  is  my  lord,  ’twas  he  whom  late  1  sought.  I  beg  to  see  him 
now. 

(To  Roderick's  body)  Farewell,  thou  mortal  frame.  My 
eyes,  in  kind  remembrance,  see  thy  form  as  it  was  wont  to  be, 
my  thoughts  shall  ever  kindly  be  to  thee.  Farewell ! 

(Exeunt  Allan  and  DeBrent.) 

<  'urtain. 

Scene  3. — A  ladies'  bower  in  the  Dastle. 

Ellen  attended. 

Ellen — How  brightly  do  the  sunbeams  glance  across  the 
graceful  tapestry,  and  yet  what  different  colors  there  lend 
checkered  effect  to  the  whole.  And  how  dark  the  room  looks 
where  the  sunshine  does  not  fall.  (Musingly)  How  like  my  life 
by  varied  sunshines  brightened,  only  making  the  present  seem 
more  dark  in  comparison.  Ah  me! 

Enter  three  ladies  in  waiting. 
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1  Lady  in  Waiting — Mv  lady,  fain  would  I  tempt  your  taste, 
your  eve,  by  this  rare  and  new  delicacy. 

Ellen — Thanks  to  thee  for  attention  kind,  for  loving  thought, 
for  tender  care,  but  think  vou  I  can  relish  such  in  this  mv 
present  state  of  mind?  (Aside)  Much  happier  I  would  the 
pheasant  eat,  the  ptarmigan  and  heath-cock  glad  prepare;  and 
where  aloft  waved  dun  deer’s  hide  for  canopy,  and  best  of  all 
my  father  there,  conversing  now  with  Allan  Bare,  while  Lufra 
crouched  bv  my  side,  there  I  fain  would  be. 

2  Lady  in  Waiting — Can  1  do  aught  for  thy  comfort? 


3  Lady  in  Waiting — Or  I  a  couch  for  thee  prepare? 

Ellen — Thanks  to  all,  but  I  must  not  rest  till  the  king  hath 
listened  to  my  bequest. 

Exeunt  ladies  in  waiting. 

Ellen  (going  to  the  window) — The  wind  breathes  of  the 
hills,  and  hark!  What  mystic  spell  is  that?  From  yon  over¬ 
hanging:  turret  seem  to  come  familiar  accents,  but  in  unfa- 
miliar  strain.  'Tis  Malcolm!  And  list!  for  now  he  sings. 

Malcolm  sings:  “Lay  of  Imprisoned  Huntsman.”  (Malcolm 
finishes  lay.) 

Ellen — A  step  without!  (Hastily  attempts  to  dry  her  tears.) 
Enter  Fitz  James.  Welcome,  brave  Fitz  James.  But  how  may 
I  repay — 

Fitz  Janies— Repay?  ’Tis  I  who  owe  you  thanks,  for  deign¬ 
ing  thus  to  grace  a  bold  intruder,  though  with  intent  kind.  I 
come  to  bring  you  to  the  king,  who  early  holds  his  court,  as  is 
his  custom. 

Ellen  (tearfully)— The  debt  of  gratitude  I  owe  is— 

Fitz  James— Come,  dry  those  tears,  and  let's  away  to  the 
audience  chamber  of  our  king. 

(Exeunt  Ellen  and  Fitz  James.) 

( Tirtain. 

Scene  4 — The  audience  chamber  of  the  castle.  Soldiers,  huds 
and  ladies  of  the  court,  Nobles.  All  in  court  attire. 

(Enter  John  DeBrent  and  Allan.) 

Allan— What  means  this  brilliant  gathering?  (Aside.)  How 
often  of  vore  mv  eves  were  wont  to  gaze  on  such  a  sight. 


10 


THE  SAGE 


DeBrent — 1 The  king  holds  court  today. 

Enter  Douglass  and  Malcolm  Graeme  attended  by  Earls  of 
Moray  and  Mar. 

(Soldiers,  nobles,  lords  and  ladies  of  the  court  salute.) 
Allan  (aside)— The  king!  (Bears  head  and  kneels.) 
Douglass — Up,  Allan,  up!  Why  kneelest  thou? 

Allan — My  liege!  (Weeps  at  Douglass’  feet.) 

Douglass — Why,  Allan,  such  unseemly  greeting?  Tears  in¬ 


stead  of  joy. 

Allan — I  weep  for  joy,  my  lord.  And  where,  pray,  is  the 
laclv  Ellen? 

Douglass  and  Malcolm  in  unison — Ellen! 

Douglass — She  also,  then,  is  here? 

Lewis  (stepping  forward) — Even  so,  my  lord.  She  comes 
even  now  attended  by  our  noble  monarch.  The  king  desires 
that  ye  shall  remain  here  till  the  first  part  of  the  audience  is 
over.  (Draws  Douglass  and  Malcolm  behind  curtain.  Fol- 
lowed  by  Allan.) 

(Blast  of  trumpets  without.) 

Enter  Ellen  and  James. 

(Ellen,  abashed,  advances  by  Fitz-James’  side,  with  eyes 
downcast.  Feeling  herself  in  the  august  presence,  she  slowly 
raises  her  eyes  and  gazes  around  for  king,  but  seeing  no  sign 
of  the  king  is  surprised.) 

Ellen  (turning  toward  Fitz-James) — Your  king?  Where  is 
—  (seeing  all  eyes  turned  toward  Fitz-James,  who  stands  erect, 
head  unbared)  (with  sudden  realization)  (Aside)  The  king! 
(Casts  herself  at  Fitz-James’  feet,  too  overcome  to  speak,  but 
holding  the  ring  up  to  him.) 

(Signs  of  amusement  among  the  court.  Sensation  behind 
curtain.) 

James  (checking  amusement  with  stern  glance;  lifting  Ellen 
tenderly) — Arise,  fair  maid!  For  Snowdonn's  knight  is  Scot¬ 
land's  king.  (Tenderly  kissing  he  brow.) 

Ellen  strives  to  speak  through  her  sobs. 

James  (continuing) — 'Tis  but  thine  to  ask  of  poor  Fitz- 
James,  wlio  as  king  will  execute  thy  claims.  Speak  on  but — 
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Ellen — Sir!  Mv  father!  Of  you  I  pray — 

James  Ask  nought  for  Douglass,  for  he  stands  forgiven  at 
his  sovereign  s  hands.  For  he  and  1  have  long  ere  now  renewed 
our  friendship's  solemn  vow,  and  he  shall  come  into  his  own 
and  stand  as  of  yore  behind  the  throne. 

Ellen  (incredulously) — Shame  it  a  knight,  and  shame  him 
low,  to  jest  with  suffering  woman  so. 


James — Douglass,  stand  forth. 
Douglass  steps  from  behind  curtain. 


(To  Ellen) — My  words,  fair  maid,  you’d  not  believe.  (Point¬ 
ing  to  Douglas.)  Your  eyes  Avill  surely  not  deceive. 

Ellen  ( turn i ng )  — Father ! 

Douglass  leaps  forward  and  Ellen  runs  to  him  and  embraces 
him.  (  Touching  scene.) 

Applause  from  the  court. 

Ellen  (addressing  James) — Shame  on  me,  sir,  to  ever  doubt 
the  word  of  such  a  true  gentleman. 

James  (hastily) — Say  not  so.  But  surelv  now  as  knight  I 
must  perform  my  vow,  as  king  (aside)  and  lover  I  will  to  do 
your  will.  (Speak  for  thy  ring  is  unredeemed.)  Speak  for 
the  ring  is  still  thine  own,  the  pledge  is  unredeemed. 

Ellen  (hesitating)  —  (Aside) — My  heart  would  plead  for 
Malcolm  Graeme,  but  duty’s  call  is  louder.  Was  ever  Douglass 
known  to  fail  in  aught  of  duty  to  his  fellowman?  (  To  James) 
Then  may  I  crave  your  grace  on  him  who  sheltered  us  in  time 
of  storm.  This  ring  redeem  in  liberty  of  Roderick  Dim,  our 
trusty  friend. 


James — The  king  of  kings  alone  it  is,  to  grant  the  boon  you 
ask.  “Mv  fairest  earldom  would  I  give  to  bid  (Tan  Alpine’s 
chieftian  live.’’  Perchance  thou  hast  some  other  boon.  Tis 
thine  to  ask;  ’tis  mine  to  give. 

Ellen  (hesitating!  (blushing) — I — my — my  lord — I — 1 
Douglas  (stepping  forward  and  taking  the  ring  which  El¬ 
len  holds  out  to  him) — ’Tis  mine  to  speak  the  maids  desire. 
For  who  knows  better  than  her  sire,  what  suit  she  lain  would 
make?  (Ellen  blushes.)  The  freedom,  then,  ol  Malcolm  ( iraeme, 
as  ransom  for  this  ring  1  claim. 
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James — Hold  thy  suit,  for  lo  lie  stands  as  free  as  sunlight’s 
golden  bands.  (Calls.)  Malcolm! 

(Malcolm  steps  from  behind  curtain  and,  advancing,  kneels 
before  the  king.  Ellen  starts  and  blushes.  She  leans  on  her 
father’s  shoulder  and  he  puts  his  arm  around  her. 

James  (addressing  Malcolm) — No  suppliant  sues  for  thee, 
rash  youth,  none  lowly  pleads  for  thy  release.  Need  ye  not 
their  earnest  pleas.  Fetters  and  chains  for  thee  in  truth. 

Removes  chain  from  neck,  and  as  he  speaks  the  last  sen¬ 
tence,  casts  its  golden  links  around  Malcolm’s  neck,  at  the 
same  time  handing  an  end  to  Ellen. 

Loud  applause  from  the  court,  salute  from  the  soldiers. 
Allan  in  tears.  Malcolm  kneeling  at  Ellen’s  feet,  while  Doug 
lass  gives  his  blessing. 

Curtain. 

Finis. 
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UNCLE  EPH’S  REVENGE. 


By  E.  M.  E.,  ’10. 

Just  as  the  moon  peeped  from  behind  a  huge  silvery  cloud, 

a  little  negro  edged  his  way  around  the  corner  of  a  small  log 

cabin  and  worked  his  wav  slowlv  towards  the  door. 

«/■  * 

“Dish  liealis  de  time  I  gets  head  ob  ole  Unk  Eph,”  he 
chuckled  as  he  slipped  a  small  folded  paper  under  the  door  and 
then  stamped  loudly  on  the  small  platform  which  served  for  a 
porch.  Turning  rapidly  he  Jed  to  the  shelter  of  a  large  clump 
of  bushes,  where  he  lay  intently  watching  the  door  and  break¬ 
ing  the  silence  of  the  night  every  now  and  then  with  a  chuckled 
“Lordy,  won’t  he  be  mad !’’ 

Presently  the  door  opened  and  an  old  white-headed  negro 
staggered  out.  “Don’t  see  nuffin,”  he  mumbled  as  he  glanced 
about;  then  catching  sight  of  the  folded  paper  he  seized  it  and 
held  it  aloft  exclaiming,  “Mirandy,  Mirandy,  I  told  ver  dat 
dish  ver  wuz  de  good  Saint  Valventime’s  dav,  an  now  I  knows 
it,  fur  somebodv  done  sent  me  one  of  dem.  Mirandy,”  he  con- 
tinned,  “hurry  up  an  bring  me  er  light  an’  my  specs  so  ez  I  ken 
see  dis.”  The  light  was  brought  and,  as  he  adjusted  his  “specs" 
with  one  hand  and  with  the  other  held  the  Valentine  over  the 
place  where  he  supposed  his  heart  to  be,  he  chuckled,  “Miran- 
dy’s  gittin’  ole  an’  ugly,  fus’  thing  she  know,  I  done  gwine  and 
git  married  ter  der  pur  tv  gal  what  sent  me  dis.  Lordy,  fus 
thing  I  knows,  I’ll  be  thinkin’  I’m  a  good-lookin’  young  niggah 
agin.”  Upon  unfolding  the  “Valyentime,"  he  found,  not  as  he 
expected,  some  love  song  written  by  one  of  the  younger  ne- 
gresses  but  an  exaggerated  caricature  of  an  old  negro  with  his 
face  half  buried  in  a  watermelon,  which  he  was  eating,  and 
underneath  which  was  scrawled,  “W  here  all  dem  wadermil- 
lions  you  hooked  outer  Marse  John’s  patch  last  summer/ 
Uncle  Eph  was  equal  to  the  occasion.  “V  ho  sent  me  dish  \  er  / 
he  demanded,  raising  his  voice  to  its  highest  pitch,  “who  sa\  1 
stole  wader  mil  lions?  I  wush  1  get  my  hand  on  him,  he  II  v  ush 
old  Valyentime  had  er  been  ugly  as  der  debbil  hisselt. 

The  little  negro  could  retain  his  mirth  no  longei,  but  la\ 
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rolling  over  and  over  under  the  bushes,  sending  forth  peal 
after  peal  of  laughter.  Uncle  Eph  hurried  forth  and,  seizing 
the  culprit  by  his  coat  collar,  jerked  him  to  his  feet.  “You 
better  laff,  you  little  debbil,”  he  fumed,  “dis  de  onliest  chance 
ver  gwine  ter  get,  fur  ’fore  I  gits  done  wid  you,  yer  gwine  ter 
sing  dat  hymn  ter  a  diffunt  chune.” 

The  litle  negro  began  to  grow  frightened.  “Unk  Eph,”  he 
begged,  “yer  ain’t  gwine  ter  hut  yer  own  Sis  Tempy’s  little 

■  f  ,  ' 

niggali,  is  vou?” 

“Sis  Teinpy  er  no  Sis  Ternpy,  Use  gwine  ter  frail  yer  in  er 
inch  er  yer  life,”  repsonded  Uncle  Eph,  grimly  as  he  dragged 
the  now  wailing  negro  up  the  steps  and  into  the  door.  Once 
inside,  Uncle  Eph,  true  to  his  word,  laid  the  little  negro  across 
a  chair  and,  despite  his  struggles,  administered  a  severe  whip¬ 
ping.  The  little  negro,  sobbing  from  pain,  dropped  to  the 
floor  in  front  of  the  blazing  log  lire  and  buried  his  head  in  his 
arms.  Uncle  Eph  stood  for  a  few  minutes  gazing  at  the 
shaking,  sobbing  frame  of  the  diminutive  negro  and  then,  sud¬ 
denly  repenting  his  harsh  words  and  cruel  actions,  he  began 
trying  to  pacify  the  boy.  For  some  time  liis  efforts  were  fruit¬ 
less,  but  at  last  by  a  bribe  of  a  piece  of  “sweet- ta ter”  pie  and 
the  promise  of  a  story,  he  succeeded  in  obtaining  the  little 
negro’s  attention.  Hastily  drying  his  tears,  the  boy  gulped 
down  the  pie  and  demanded  the  story. 

“Wal,”  began  Uncle  Eph,  reflectively,  “I’se  just  gwine  ter 
tell  yer  how  dish  head  Valyentime  business  started.  Ifit  come 
’bout  in  dis  way.  Once  erpon  er  time  dey  wuz  a  man  by  der 
name  er  Valyentime  an’  he  wuz  a  powerful  good  lookin’  man 
too.  Bimebv  he  fall  in  love  wid  er  ’oman  an’  he  tried  tre 
marry  her,  but  she  ’lowed  as  ’twuzn’t  nuffin’  doin’  fur  she  had 
one  ole  man  an’  she  say  she  didn’t  want  ter  git  in  jail  fur  bein’ 
er  bigamist  ’oman.  But  he  kep’  on  pleadin’  an’  kept  on  er  per¬ 
sistin’  twel  bimeblv  he  ’suade  her  ter  go  off  an’  marry  him. 
When  he  heali  tell  er  dis,  de  fust  ole  man  git  ragin’  mad  an’ 
de  fus  time  he  see  dis  here  odder  man  he  pull  out  his  razzer 
an’  cyarved  him  ter  death.  De  ’oman  she  miglitv  sorrv  an’  she 
want  ter  do  somefin  to  make  de  people  have  ’membrance  er  her 
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po’  dead  husband  what  she  love  so  good.  Bimeby  she  hit  on  er 
plan.  She  had  a  purty  picture  took  er  dead  un  an’  er  ugly  pic¬ 
ture  took  er  der  odder  un.  When  night  come  she  took  en  slip 

l  v 

er  picture  er  each  under  every  front  do’  in  de  town.  Dat 
started  hit  an  ever  since  den  when  dat  -day  come  de  people 
sends  purty  pictures  to  peoples  what  dey  lub  an’  ugly  pictures 
ter  peoples  what  dey  doan  like.  Yassar,  my  great  gran’daddy 
wuz  right  dere  an  he  tole  me  -bout  hit  jes’  ’zactly  like  hit 
wuz.” 

Uncle  Eph  leaned  over,  shook  the  little  negro,  who  was  fast 

_i  -r  r 

asleep,  and  exclaimed,  “Look  lieah,  Ebenezer,  git  up  an’  come 
on,  let  yer  Unkle  Eph  take  yer  home  les’  fus’  thing  yer  knows 
Sis  Tempy  be  ovah  lieah  wid  er  stick  an’  if  she  do  she'll  make 
yer  think  it’s  Valventime’s  day  slio’  ’nutf.” 
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LOUISE  THE  TUMBLER. 

Professor  Sharpe  stood  at  the  side  of  the  road  to  let  a  large 
load  of  hay  pass,  and  was  stepping  back  close  behind  it,  when 
a  voice  from  above  called  out. 

‘‘Look  out!  I’m  coming!”  He  looked  up  just  in  time  to  catch 
her — a  young  slender  light-haired  girl  that  was  just  in  her 
teens. 

“1  slid  olf,”  she  unnecessarily  explained.  “I  must  have  been 
too  near  the  edge.  Oh!  never  mind  calling  to  him,  he  didn't 
know  he  had  a  passenger.”  Then,  as  the  professor  stood  silent, 
she  added:  “Thank  you  for  your  assistance,  though  I  usually 
land  on  mv  feet.” 

VI 

“But — aren’t  vou  hurt?  How? — ”  he  stammered. 

“Hurt?  How  could  I  be?”  looking  at  his  strong  arms,  “I 
was  stealing  a  ride  from  the  station,  and  here  I  am — arrested. 
But  I  know  the  way  across  the  lots.  Good-by.” 

He  stared  after  her.  Who  was  she?  Evidently  from  the 
city;  even  his  unobserving  eves  could  tell  the  difference  be- 
tween  tailor-made  and  country-cut.  How  easily  and  gracefully 
she  walked,  and  what  roguish-blue  eyes  she  had!  Just  at  that 
moment  he  saw  a  worm  of  a  rare  kind  and  he  forgot  the 
maiden. 

Reaching  his  boarding-house — a  comfortable  farm-house, 
where  two  spinster  ladies  gave  him  plain  country  fare  and 
very  great  reverence — he  heard  a  voice  he  recognized  and  he 
stopped  to  listen. 

“Why,  Aunt  Betty,  I've  spent  all  my  life  in  a  place  where 
teachers  are  as  common  as  ‘doodle-bugs’  and  I  care  for  one 
about  as  well  as  another.” 

“Why,  Louise  Williamson,  and  him  a  professor,  too!”  The 
tone  was  shocked  and  awe-struck. 

“Well,  professors  are  nothing  but  book-worms.  I  won’t 
bother  him,  I'll  assure  you  of  that.” 

As  the  Professor  enterd  his  room  from  a  walk  next  morn¬ 
ing,  he  noticed  that  his  dog,  Caesar,  was  looking  intently  out 
the  window.  At  the  same  time  he  head  the  words: 
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“I  in  sorry  to  bother  you,  Professor,  blit  will  you  please  call 
oft  your  dog  so  I  can  come  in?  I  thought  of  sliding  down  the 
post,  but  will  you  believe  me? — I  was  afraid!”  By  this  time 
she  had  crawled  cautiously  from  her  perch  on  the  roof  of  the 
front  porch  to  the  window.  She  stooped  to  come  in  and  the 
professor  reached  out  a  helping  hand — result,  a  button  on  his 
sleeve  fastened  itself  securely  in  her  hair. 


‘‘I  beg  pardon,”  he  said,  “it  seems  to  be  caught.” 

“And  so  am  I,”  she  added,  merrily.  “Seems  like  old  times, 
being  led  around  by  the  ear.  I  shall  have  to  take  down  my 
hair,  I  think,”  as  they  tried  in  vain  to  detach  themselves,  “No, 
1  have  it,  you  take  off  your  coat.  I’ll  hold  to  the  sleeve,  so  you 
won’t  pull  my  hair  out  by  the  roots.”  After  disentangling  her 
hair,  she  said : 

“1  must  explain.  I  came  to  put  back  your  lamp  and  a  paper 
blew  out  the  window,  so  I  went  after  it.  The  dog  arrived  and 
put  himself  on  guard.  I  beg  your  pardon  for  intruding.” 

At  supper-time  he  went  into  the  house  and  talked  with  the 
two  ladies.  As  he  was  leaving  he  said : 

“I  must  go  and  work  on  my  sermon,  since  they  insist  on  my 
preaching  here  next  Sunday.  Miss  Williamson,  if  you  were  to 
marry  a  preacher  would  you  help  him  with  his  sermons?” 

“No,  indeed,  I  wouldn’t,  so  don’t  count  on  that,”  was  the 
unexpected  answer,  which  brought  forth  fierce  looks  from  the 
aunties  and  a  roar  from  the  professor. 

His  growing  inclination  to  remain  for  a  talk  each  evening 
was  notice  bv  the  old  ladies  and  this  comment  was  overheard. 

9.' 


“We  never  saw  much  of  him  before  you  came.” 

“He  does  seem  to  notice  me  a  little,”  was  the  girl’s  scornful 
reply.  “He  looks  at  me  as  if  he  had  found  a  new  bug  which 
lie  couldn’t  quite  classify.” 

The  next  day  was  rainy.  The  professor  was  in  his  room, 
when  he  heard  a  sudden  noise  overhead  and  upon  looking  up 
his  eyes  were  tilled  with  dust  and  plaster.  In  the  dimness  of 
dust  he  saw  a  small  foot  waving  wildly  through  a  hole  in  the 
ceiling.  As  he  had  heard  Louise  go  upstairs  only  a  lev  min¬ 
utes  before  he  knew  it  to  be  her.  He  hurried  to  the  attic  and 
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found  as  lie  expected,  a  girl  on  her  hands  and  knees  clinging 
to  the  rafters,  unable  to  move  in  either  direction. 

“Did  you  happen  to  bring  my  foot  with  you?”  she  asked, 
twisting  her  neck  to  look  at  him.  I  believe  it  is  in  your  room.” 

Laughing  he  said,  “What  will  you  do  next?” 

“Did  vou  ever  see  such  a  girl  for  times?  Auntie  said  if  I 
came  up  here  I  mustn’t  disturb  you.  I  haven’t,  have  I?  You 
don’t  look  disturbed,  you  just  look  amused.” 

‘‘How  am  I  to  get  you  out  of  this  fix,  is  what  I  want  to 
know,”  was  the  only  answer  he  gave. 

“I  guess  you’ll  have  to  go  down  and  push  my  foot  through; 
then  I  guess  I  can  get  up.” 

Pushing  her  foot  through  was  no  easy  task  and  another 
crash  resulted  from  the  attempt.  This  brought  the  aunties 
from  the  kitchen. 

“Yes,  Aunt  Betty,  I’ve  been  bothering  the  professor  for  sure 
tli is  time.” 

“No  bother  at  all,  I’ve  really  enjoyed  it,”  declared  the  man 
very  red-faced  from  the  attempted  rescue  of  their  neice. 

One  afternoon  a  few  days  later  he  went  to  the  barn,  his 
favorite  loafing-place,  and  lay  down  on  the  hay  in  front  of  the 
big  open-doors,  admiring  the  landscape.  It  was  also  a  good 
place  where  one  might  be  likely  to  see  the  movements  of  people 
in  whom  one  was  interested.  He  did  not  try  to  read  but  lay 
gazing  and  day-dreaming,  till  something  dropped  close  beside 
him — partly  on  him,  in  fact,  for  a  mass  of  hair  brushed  his 
face  and  two  hands  struck  his  chest. 

“Merciful  grandmothers!”  she  exclaimed — Louise,  of  course 
— struggling  to  get  up,  “Are  you  here?  Please  let — .” 

“Merciful  grandfathers,”  he  interrupted,  mockingly,  “Are 
you  here?  I  never  thought  you  would  go  on  your  knees  to  me. 
Tell  me  where  did  you  drop  from?” 

“I  thought — uh — you  had  gone  to  town,”  she  hesitatingly 
said. 


T  did  not  dare  leave  the  place  for  fear  something  would  hap¬ 
pen  to  you.  And  it  has  in  spite  of  me,”  he  replied. 

‘it  is  your  fault.  .  I  have  always  jumped  before  and  never 
squashed  anything.” 
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When  she  started  to  go,  he  said,  “Wait  a  minute,  I  want  to 
ask  von  a  few  questions.” 

“Catechism  ?” 

“Yes.  First,  what  is  your  attitude  toward  ‘doodle-bugs’  ? 
Do  you  think  you  would  care  for  one  if  lie  were  not  very  old? 
I  have  always  classified  you  as  a  little  lady-bug;  am  I  right?” 

A  quick,  surprised  look  showed  that  she  did  not  know  that 
her  remarks  had  been  overheard. 

“Shan’t  I  bother  you?”  she  said.  “Aunty  said — ” 

“No  doubt  you  will,”  he  answered,  “but  I  will  risk  it  for 
better  or  for  worse.” 
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A  NIGHT  OF  PERIL. 


“Ef  yer  doan’  give  me  dat  hawn,  er  stop  blowing  one,  yer’ll 
ketch  it  wnsser  den  yer  eber  did  befo’.  Ain’t  yer  shame,  wakin’ 
ver  sick  granny  wid  dat  foolishness.” 

Still  the  little  chocolate  drop  sat  in  the  door,  blowing  with 
all  the  strength  her  four-year-old  frame  would  allow. 

“Dat’s  all  right,  den.  Yer  des’  keep  et  up  an’  de’  ghostes’ll 
slio’lv  visit  ver  ternight.  Yer  des  watch  an’  see.” 

Little  Etta  arose  slowly,  and  expanded  like  a  frog,  opening 
her  eves  to  their  limit.  “Mammy  sez  ’tain’t  no  sech  thing  ez 
ghostes.” 

“Wall,  now,  yer  des  wait  an’  see.  Hit’s  des  lak  I  tells  yer 
alwavs.  Doan’  ver  ’member  dat  day  I  tole  ver  ’twould  rain, 
an’  et  rained.  Yer’ll  sho’ly  see  ghostes  ternight.  Aw,  my  head! 
I  wisht  ter  the  luv  uv  St.  Peter  yer  hadn’t  woke  me.  Aw,  my 
head.” 


Pretty  soon  Etta  went  to  bed.  “Git  up  frum  dar,  an’  say  yer 
prayers.  I  think  it’s  de  bad  man  got  yer  instid  uv  a  ghost.” 

Grannv  made  her  kneel  beside  her  bed  in  the  corner,  where 
she  remained  for  fully  five  minutes  without  speaking.  Finally 
she  peeped  a  little  black  eye  toward  Granny,  and  said,  “I’se  so 
skeered  I  forgit  how  it  starts.” 

“Now  I  lay  me  down  ter  sleep,”  said  Granny. 

“Now  I  lay  me  down  ter  sleep — er — er — an’  doan’  let  de 
ghostes. get  me,  Lawd!  O,  doan’  let  de  ghostes  get  me.” 

“Ain’  yer  shame  yerself,  Etta?  Git  up  from  dar.  De  very 
idee  uv  yer  prayin’  fer  de  ghostes  not  ter  come.  ’Dey  is  de  an¬ 
gel — messengers  uv  God.” 

Etta  was  compelled  to  finish  her  prayer,  after  which  she  was 
snugly  tucked  in  bed. 

About  one  o’clock,  Granny  was  awakened  by  queer  sounds 
from  the  corner.  Little  Etta  could  be  plainly  seen  in  the 
moonlight,  jumping  up  and  down,  knocking  at  some  white  ob¬ 
ject. 

“Now  yer  see!  Dat’s  wlint  I  tole  yer!”  Said  Granny.  But 
her  delight  was  soon  banished  by  fear  and  dread ;  for,  upon 
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closely  observing,  she  really  did  see  a  white  object  wavering  in 
the  air.  Little  Etta  sprang  ont  of  her  bed  and  rolled  over  into 
Granny’s.  But  by  this  time  poor  Granny  was  so  frightened 
that  her  teeth  were  chattering. 
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“O,  Lawd!  Deliver  me!  Take  away  dis  ghos’ !” 

‘But,  Grany,  you  said  ’twas  a  angel  oh  God,”  said  Etta. 
‘Lawd,  fergive  me  fer  bac-kslidin’,  an’  take  away  dis  ghost!” 
Granny  jumped  out  of  bed,  and,  followed  by  Etta,  ran  to  the 
nearest  neighbor’s.  She  banged  on  the  door,  saying,  “Sally, 
open  dis  do’!  A  glios’  is  in  my  house.  Open  it,  quick!” 


Sally  would  not  come  out  until  she  had  peeped  through  the 
key  hole,  and  assured  herself  that  Granny  was  not  a  ghost. 

“I  ain’t  a  gwine  back  ober  dar  terniglit,  nuther,  dat  I  ain’t!” 
panted  Granny. 

“You  des  come  rat  in,  an’  I’ll  make  a  pallet  fer  yer.  Wliut 
kin’  o’  ghos’  wuz  it?” 

“Wall,  I  hardly  know.  Hit  wuz  white,  an’  it  kep’  movin’ 
aroun’  in  front  de  winder.  Hit  flopped  about  ez  limber  ez  a 
dish  rag.” 


So  Granny  and  Etta  spent  the  remainder  of  the  night  with 
Sally.  Neither  of  them  slept  much,  for  nightmares  were  too 
plentiful.  The  next  morning  they  were  up  before  day  to  tell 
their  friends. 

When  they  had  gathered  a  crowd  of  negroes  they  entered 
the  house  with  guns,  walking  canes,  rocks,  and  various  other 
implements  for  warfare,  and  found  a  sheet  hanging  on  a 
clothes-line  which  Granny  herself  had  put  there  the  day  be¬ 
fore.  All  the  negroes  laughed  at  Granny,  who  vowed  that  she 
never  would  promise  Etta  another  ghost  visit. 
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TO  "1910.” 

Nineteen-teners !  Nineteen- tellers ! 

You’re  a  good  class  through  and  through. 
You’re  a  credit  to  your  High  School, 

And  to  your  city  too. 

You  send  out  the  foot  ball  players, 

And  the  base-ball  players  too, 
Nineteen-teners !  Nineteen  teners ! 

Here’s  your  members  love  for  you. 

Nineteen-teners !  Nineteen-teners ! 

You’ve  the  High  School  spirit  for  true, 
There  are  athletic  boys  among  you, 

And  the  girls  play  baseball,  too, 

Tliev  cheer  vou  on  to  victor v, 

e.  ^  #7 

With  their  ‘‘rooters’  club”  true  blue, 
Nineteen-teners !  Nineteen-teners ! 

Here’s  your  High  School’s  love  for  you. 

Nineteen-teners!  Nineteen  teners! 

You  are  leaders  through  and  through, 
When  the  “nineteen-niuers”  leased  you 
You  retaliated  true. 

Y"ou  have  set  the  ball  arolling 
Other  classes  follow  you. 

Nineteen-teners !  Nineteen-teners ! 

G.  H.  S.’s  pride  for  true. 


G.  H.  E.  ’10. 
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Editorials. 

Wilmington’s  A  ttack  In  the  December  issue  of  “Tileston 
Unnecessary  and  Topics,”  published  by  the  Wilmington 

Ungentlemanlike.  High  School,  appeared  an  editorial  de¬ 

fending  her  football  team  and  making 
some  very  cutting  and  uncalled  for  remarks  which  were  evi- 
dently  aimed  at  Greensboro.  Wilmington  sets  forth  her  rec¬ 
ord,  three  games  played,  and  all  three  won  in  which  their  total 
score  was  twenty- three  and  that  of  their  opponents  nothing, 
and  they  seem  very  much  hurt  that  that  record  did  not  place 
them  among  the  contestants  for  the  State  championship.  Let 
us  reyiew  for  just  a  moment  our  own  record.  We  played  seven 
games,  won  six  of  them  and  tied  the  other  and  piled  up  a  total 
score  of  one  hundred  and  fifty-nine  against  six  by  our  oppo- 
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nents.  Among  our  victims  were  the  U.  N.  G.  Freshmen,  Dur¬ 
ham  High  School,  Raleigh  High  School,  High  Point  High 
School  and  Elon  College.  A  mere  comparison  of  the  records  of 
the  two  teams  undoubtedly  shows  Greensboro’s  superiority. 

Wilmington  also  laments  greatly  because  they  were  not  rep¬ 
resented  on  an  all  State  selection  which  appeared  first  in  the 
Greensboro  Record  and  later  in  (he  Raleigh  News  and  Obser¬ 
ver  and  which  was  said  to  have  been  picked  by  Mr.  S.  Clay 
Williams,  who  so  successfully  coached  our  football  team  dur¬ 
ing  the  past  season.  Let  us  say  in  defense  of  Mr.  Williams 
that  he  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  selection  of  that  team  and 
that  lie  knew  absolutely  nothing  about  it  until  it  appeared  in 
the  papers.  However  since  Wilmington  appears  so  interested 
in  an  all- State  eleven  we  will  submit  the  all  State  team  as 
picked  by  the  “Tar  Heel’’  of  the  U.  N.  C.  Before  publishing 
their  selection  the  “Tar  Heel”  says: 

“In  the  selection  of  an  al  1-Stale  Prep,  team  Ave  have  exer- 
sied  as  much  care  as  possible  in  order  to  give  every  team  and 
very  man  a  fair  show.  Owing  to  the  fact  that  A\Te  have  not 
seen  all  the  teams  in  action  Ave  have  been  compelled  to  call 
upon  the  coaches  of  the  respective  teams  and  to  rely  to  a  con- 
sidrable  extent  on  their  judgment  and  on  newspaper  reports  of 
the  games  played.” 

This  team,  which  is  generally  admitted  to  be  the  strongest 
which  can  be  selected  is  as  follows:  Ends,  Harkens,  Horner 
and  Broadfoot,  Donaldson;  tackles,  Leak,  Bingham,  and  New- 
some,  Horner;  guards,  Barco,  Bingham  and  Parker,  Warren- 
ton  H.  S. ;  center,  Stroll,  Asheville  School;  quarter,  McGee, 
Bingham;  halves,  Hendrix,  Greensboro  H.  S.,  and  Ainlee, 
Asheville  School;  full,  Hancock,  Horner. 

We  do  not  mean  to  give  the  impression  that  Wilmington  has 
not  a  good  team,  Ave  simply  mean  to  present  our  side  of  the 
case  and  to  defend  ourselves  from  Wilmington’s  unsportsman¬ 
like  attack  on  us.  Gome  Wilmington,  show  Ilia!  you  haAre  the 
blue  blood  of  a  sportsman  ftoAving  through  your  veins  and  just 
because  you  didn’t  Avin  the  High  School  championship  and  be¬ 
cause  you  are  not  represented  on  the  a  11-State  team  do  not  put 


THE  SAGE 


25 


up  the  cry  that  you  were  given  no  chance;  that  belongs  to  a 
cowardly  band,  not  to  a  strong,  plucky  team,  such  as  you  claim 
to  have. 


The  Triangular  Before  this  issue  of  The  Sage  comes  from 
Debate.  the  publisher's  hands,  the  debater  will  have 

been  selected  who  are  to  represent  Greens¬ 
boro  in  the  coming  triangular  debate  with  Raleigh  and  Dur¬ 
ham.  To  the  four  who  are  successful  in  the  preliminaries  we 
wish  to  give  this  bit  of  advice — work  as  if  your  life  depended 
on  the  result.  Twice  we  have  debated  Raleigh  and  twice  our 
colors  have  trailed  in  the  dust;  we  must  not,  we  cannot  let  this 
happen  again.  Raleigh  thinks  she  will  walk  over  us  again  this 
year;  let's  show  her  better.  And  we  must  never  let  Durham 
triumph  over  us.  We  year  by  year  prove  our  superiority  over 
these  in  athletics,  let  us  show  them  that  we  are  also  better 
than  they  are  at  debating.  We  want  both  of  those  debates, 
we  are  simply  bound  to  have  one;  it  would  never  do  in  the 
world  for  old  G.  H.  S.  to  lose  her  honor  by  losing  both. 


The  Annual.  As  you  perhaps  all  know,  it  is  our  intention 

to  issue  an  annual  this  spring.  We  hope  to 
issue  an  annual  which  will  far  surpass  the  one  issued  last 
year.  In  order  to  meet  the  heavy  expense  which  this  will  in¬ 
volve,  it  is  our  intention  to  charge  the  small  sum  of  tilty  cents 
for  it.  We  hope  that  no  kick  will  be  heard  on  this  account  as 
it  absolutely  necessary  since  our  expenses  this  year  have  been 
greatly  increased.  We  also  hope  that  the  student  body  of  the 
High  School  will  rally  to  its  support  much  better  than  they 
have  to  that  of  our  magazine.  We  want  every  one’s  ideas  and 
opinions  as  to  how  this  annual  may  be  made  as  attractive  as 
possible.  Begin  to  bestir  yourselves,  exert  your  talent  for  us 
and  help  us  to  get  out  an  annual  which  you  will  ><■  l1101" 
in  future  years. 
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EXCHANGE  DEPART M ENT. 

We  note  with  pleasure  the  increase  in  number  of  our  ex¬ 
changes. 

The  State  Normal  Magazine  is  op  to  its  usual  standard. 
The  poem,  “Fear  Not,”  is  of  the  highest  rank. 

The  December  number  of  the  Messenger  contains  several 
good  poems. 

The  Sophomore  number  of  the  Guilford  College  Magazine  is 
good,  but  the  poems  are  entirely  too  scarce. 

The  make  up  of  the  Tileston  Topics  is  very  good.  We  were 
exceedingly  glad  to  receive  it. 

The  University  Magazine  is  a  welcome  visitor  to  our  desk. 

We  acknowledge  with  thanks  the  receipt  of  the  St.  Mary’s 
Muse. 


LITERARY  S<  >< 1 1 ET I  ES. 

The  three  Societies  organized  in  the  High  School  at  the  be¬ 
ginning  of  the  school  term  are  doing  fine  work  and  have  fully 
come  up  to  the  expectations  of  all.  The  McNeil  Literary  So¬ 
ciety,  composed  of  the  girls  of  the  Intermediate  and  Senior- 
grades,  is  progressing  marvelously  in  the  literary  line,  and 
have  rendered  many  excellent  programs.  These  programs  con¬ 
sist  mostly  of  the  works  of  our  North  Carolina  writers.  The 
first  program  given  after  the  naming  of  the  societv  was  devoted 
to  the  life  and  works  of  John  Charles  McNeil,  and  was  success¬ 
ful  in  every  feature.  On  Friday,  Jan.  28,  this  society  enter¬ 
tained  the  boys  of  the  Ciceronian  Society  at  a  very  enjoyable 
meeting.  The  meeting  was  called  to  order  by  Miss  Mabel 
(  lary,  the  vice-president  ol  the  society,  on  account  of  the  ab¬ 
sence  of  the  president,  Miss  Margaret  Glenn.  A  short  talk  was 
b.>  -  ^  ^  lai\  a n d  the  exercises  were  then  turned  over  to 

Miss  Louise  lhomson,  chairman  ot  the  program  committee. 
The  program  was  composed  of  recitations,  songs  and  instru- 
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mental  selections,  and  judging  by  the  hearty  applause  was 
t borough ly  en j oved. 

The  Ciceronian  Society  is  also  progressing  splendidly.  Most 
of  their  time  is  taken  up  in  debating,  as  a  number  of  them  are 
trying  for  the  Triangular  Debate.  At  their  meeting  on  Jan. 
21  new  officers  were  elected  as  follows:  President,  Lunsford 
Richardson;  vice-president,  George  Westbrook;  secretary,  Will 
( V>ffin ;  treasurer,  Henry  Foust ;  first  censor,  Charles  Denny, 
and  second  censor,  Henry  Yates. 

The  Mclver  Literary  Society,  which  consists  of  the  pupils 
of  the  Eighth  and  Junior  grades  have  likewise  done  very  good 
work. 

Great  interest  is  being  taken  in  the  Triangular  Debate  to  be 
held  the  twenty-fifth  of  March.  Three  debates  will  take  place 
in  one  night  at  about  the  same  hour.  They  will  be  in  Raleigh, 
Durham,  and  Greensboro.  Each  city  will  have  four  contest¬ 
ants.  Two  will  remain  in  the  home  town  and  two  will  be  in 
one  of  the  other  towns.  Thus  two  of  Greensboro’s  debaters 
will  remain  at  home  and  two  from  Raleigh  will  come  here. 
Likewise  two  men  stay  at  Raleigh  to  debate  Durham  and  two 
Greensboro  men  will  go  to  Durham.  The  preliminary  hearing 
which  will  determine  the  contestants  for  the  debate  will  be 
held  here  on  the  eighteenth  of  February;  in  Raleigh  on  the 
eleventh  and  in  Durham  at  about  the  same  date.  At  present 
there  are  ten  boys  trying  for  it  here.  These  are  Andrew  Joy¬ 
ner,  Edward  Eutsler,  Will  Coffin,  James  White,  A  dger  Forney, 
Ivey  Thomson,  Sidney  Gayle,  Wills  Hunter,  Lester  Brooks 
and  a  few  members  of  the  Junior  grade.  The  question  is:  Re¬ 
solved — That  the  commission  plan  of  government  is  best  for 
North  Carolina  cities.  We  hope  the  interest  in  the  debate 
will  keep  up  and  we  are  sure  to  come  out  all  right. 
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EVENTS  AMONG  OURSELVES. 

With  the  beginning  of  the  spring  term  a  change  was  made 
in  the  positions  of  two  members  of  the  faculty  of  the  High 
School.  Mr.  Y\  right,  who  at  the  beginning  of  the  year  taught 
history  in  the  Intermediate  and  Senior  grades,  has  been  made 
principal  of  the  Lindsay  Street  Grammar  School,  with  the 
Junior  B  grade  in  his  charge.  Miss  Lelia  Hampton,  who  had 
the  Junior  B  grade,  has  succeeded  Mr.  Wright  in  the  History 
department. 

Supt.  YV .  H.  Swift  a  short  time  ago  attended  a  meeting  of  the 
Superintendents’  Association,  held  in  Durham.  From  there 
he  went  to  Raleigh  and  stood  an  examination  before  the  State 
Board  of  Examiners  to  obtain  a  license  for  practising  law.  We 
congratulate  him  on  succeeding,  since  he  was  the  only  appli¬ 
cant  from  Guilford  county  who  passed. 

Mr.  Martin,  of  Indianapolis,  visited  the  schools  some  time 
ago,  and  spoke  to  the  Senior  class  for  a  shod  while. 

We  are  sorry  to  note  the  fact  that  many  of  our  friends  sev¬ 
ered  their  connection  with  us  at  Christmas.  Among  these  we 
mention  Misses  Mary  Ward,  Eliza  Mcllhenny  and  Bertha 

Blott,  Murray  Tate,  Joe  Leonard,  Forrest  Wysong,  and  several 
others. 

There  has  been  much  sickness  in  llie  schools,  and  the  attend¬ 
ance  has  been  very  irregular.  The  banner  presented  bv  the 
Junior  Order  to  the  room  with  the  best  attendance  has  been 

captured  once  by  Senior  B,  once  by  Intermediate  B,  and  last 
by  Ihe  fourth  grade. 

We  are  pleased  to  record  the  recovery  of  Miss  Margarette 
Glenn  and  of  Roland  Taylor  after  a  week’s  illness. 

The  Junior  B  grade  has  recently  been  fitted  out  with  single 
desks.  Likewise  new  blackboards  have  been  put  up  in  one  or 
two  of  the  High  School  rooms. 
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ATHLETICS. 

i  « 

With  spring  not  so  far  away  as  to  be  indiscernible  our  hearts 
turn  lightly  to  our  prospects  of  baseball  championships  and 
track  honors.  Our  baseball  team  is  an  assured  success,  and 
now,  before  baseball  claims  our  entire  time,  let's  give  the  track 
team  a  little  hearty  enthusiasm  and  boosting.  The  school  is 
ready  to  receive  the  venture  and  push  it  on  to  success.  The 
managers  and  captains  are  determined  that  Greensboro  High 
School  shall  have  another  truly  representative  team  and  it 
can't  be  said  that  it  fell  through  for  want  of  support,  with  all 
the  excellent  material  in  which  the  school  abounds. 

At  the  last  meeting  of  the  Athletic  Association  the  follow¬ 
ing  officers  were  elected:  Mr.  Wright,  manager  baseball  team; 
Roy  Armfleld,  assistant  manager,  and  Lunsford  Richardson, 
captain  of  the  nine.  With  (diaries  Denny  as  manager,  and 
James  White  assistant,  and  with  Robert  Beall  captain  the 
track  team  has  able  leaders. 

Mr.  Wright  is  in  communication  with  the  leading  High 
Schools  of  the  State  in  reference  to  the  baseball  games  and  a 
fast  schedule  is  promised. 

We  are  taking  a  leading  part  in  the  organization  of  track 

athletics  in  the  State.  Our  manager,  Chas.  Denny,  has  written 

to  the  Durham,  Raleigh,  Goldsboro,  High  Point,  Wilmington, 

Asheville,  and  Charlotte  High  Schools,  asking  if  they  do  not 

think  that  an  interscholastic  meet  might  be  pulled  off  and  to 

name  the  most  convenient  place  for  such  a  meet.  Only  two 

answers  have  as  yet  been  received,  High  Point's  stating  that 

on  account  of  lack  of  material  they  would  be  unable  to  enter 

the  meet,  and  Raleighs,  which  gave  a  most  favorable  answer, 

savins  that  tliev  would  give  their  support  to  the  movement  and 

that  they  believed  that  Greensboro  was  the  most  centrally  and 

conveniently  located  for  the  meet.  A  second  set  of  letters  nas 

been  dispatched  to  the  several  high  schools  on  a  later  date,  but 

as  vet  no  answer  has  come  from  them. 

*/ 

We  have  excellent  prospects  for  a  successful  season  in  base¬ 
ball.  Five  men  of  last  year's  regular  baseball  team  Richard- 
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son,  Hendrix,  Coffin,  White  and  Stone — are  bark  and  with  the 
material  from  last  year's  scrub  team  and  other  sources  we 
should  be  able  to  win  our  1908  high  school  championship  again. 
These  are  our  baseball  chances.  On  the  track  we  know  we 
have  much  good,  though  undeveloped  material,  from  the  excel¬ 
lent  showing  made  in  our  last  spring’s  class  meet. 

And  “it's  up  to  us.”  Let’s  get  right  together  and  push  the 
thing  along.  Geo.  W.  Eutsrer. 
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Teacher — “What 


ALL  IN  FUN. 

animal  is  satisfied  with  the  least  nourish¬ 


ment.'’ 

“The  moth,”  one  of  the  pupils  answered.  “It  eats  nothing 
but  holes.” 


Teacher — “How  old  are  you,  Willie. 

Willie — “I’m  five  at  home,  six  at  school  and  four  in  the 
cars.” 


“I  dislike  to  keep  you  after  school,”  said  the  teacher;  “aren’t 
you  sorry  you  have  to  stav.” 

t  v  V 

“No’m?”  replied  Johnny.  “Pie-face  is  waiting  outside  to 
lick  me.” 


Jimmie  giggled  when  the  teacher  read  the  story  of  the  Ro¬ 
man  who  swam  across  the  Tiber  three  times  before  breakfast. 

“You  do  not  doubt  a  trained  swimmer  could  do  that,  do  you, 
James?” 

V 

“No,  sir,”  answered  James,  “but  1  wondered  why  he  didn’t 
make  it  four  and  get  back  to  the  side  his  clothes  were  on.” 


A  young  captain  who  was  drilling  the  awkward  squad  com¬ 
manded  thus:  “Now  mv  men,  listen  to  me.  When  I  say  ‘Halt!’ 
put  the  foot  that’s  on  the  ground  beside  the  one  that’s  in  the 
air,  and  remain  motionless.” 


“How  do  you  like  your  teacher,  dear?”  Mary  was  asked  after 

V  V  /  V 


her  first  day  of  school.  “I  like  her  real  well, 
I  don’t  think  she  knows  much  because  she 
questions  all  the  time.” 


”  said  Mary,  “but 
just  keeps  asking 


Minister — “Johnny,  do  you  know  where  little  boys  go  who 
fish  on  Sunday?” 

V 

Johnny — “Sure.  Follow  me  an’  I’ll  show  you.” 


A  schoolboy  with  large  feet  was  sitting  with  them  stretched 
far  out  into  the  aisle,  and  was  busily  chewing  gum,  when  the 
teacher  espied  him. 

“George”’  called  the  teacher,  sharply. 

“Yes,  ma’am?”  questioned  the  boy. 

“Take  that  gum  out  of  your  mouth  and  put  your  feet  in. 


Special  Patronize  Our  Advertisers 

Notice !  Without  them  we  could  not  have  our  mag¬ 
azine;  therefore,  patronize  them.  They 
are  the  best  in  their  respective  lines;  so  why  not  patronize 
them,  and  show  them  that  they  are  not  making  donations  or 
throwing  away  their  money  ?  Business  Manager 
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Home  Savings  Bank 


$ 

4b 


(Savings  Exclusively) 


While  You  are  Young 


Is  the  time  to  commence  saving.  We  pay  4  per 
cent,  interest,  compounded  quarterly. 


& 

$ 


Walker  Makes  Them  Better 

Best  in  Tailoring,  best  in  Furnishings  See  us  for  birth¬ 
day  gifts.  The  finest  line  of  Reiser  Neckwear  in  tile  city 

Watch  Our  Windows 

T.  A.  WALKER  &  COMPANY 

Repairing,  Cleaning  and  Pressing  Tailors  and  Haberdashers 


The  Science  of  Getting  Rich 

Is  to  save  a  part  of  your  earnings.  Form  a  habit  of 
saving  a  certain  portion  of  your  salary,  then  keep  it 
up  regularly,  and  in  a  short  time  you  will  be  sur¬ 
prised  to  see  how  much  you  have  accumulated. 

Bring  us  Your  Account. 

Greensboro  Loan  &  Trust  Company 


j  “SOMETHING  DOING”  J 

1  SEE  MOOSE.  PHOTOGRAPHER  g 

Foot  Ball  Weather 


To  insure  both  comfort  and  health  while 
witnessing:  the  gridiri  n  contest,  you 
should  provide  yourself  with  warm,  com¬ 
fortable,  high-top  shoes  to  protect  the 
feet  and  ankles  from  the  chill  November 
winds.  “Patrician”  Auto,  Napoleon 
and  Crescent  Top  boots  will  insure  j'ou 
this  protection — they  are  trim  and  ser¬ 
viceable,  perfect  in  style,  fit  and  finish, 
and  the  fullest  enjoyment  of  the  pleasure 
of  the  game  will  be  yours.  :  : 

Patriciarv  Prices,  $3.50  and  $4.00 

Callaharv-Dobson 

n.  c. 


GREENSBORO, 


“The  Hennessee”  stands  for  Cleanliness  and  Promptness 

THE  HENNESSEE  CAFE 

342  South  Elm  Street,  Greensboro 

Where  Nothing  But  the  Best  is  Served 

OPEN  UNTIL  MIDNIGHT 

W.  C.  Smith,  Jr.,  Mgr.  Phone  888 

IF  YOU  WANT  GOOD  SHOES 

See  us.  Our  stock  is  new  and  prices  right. 

Peebles  Shoe  Company 

216  South  Elm  Street,  -  -  Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Sa  gjj 

S  Wills  Book  and  Stationery  Co.  1 

S3  n 

ii  B ooKsellers,  Stationers  || 

1  and  Office  Outfitters  g 

S3  JSJ 

i  Telephone  194  §? 

a  § 

|  206  South  Elm  Street.  GREENSBORO,  N.  C.  1 


IT  WILL  PAY  YOU  TO  COME  TO  THIS  STORE 

For  everything  in  Indies,  Misses  and  Children’s  Ready-to-Wear  Gar¬ 
ments,  Fine  Dress  Goods,  Underwear,  Hosiery,  Gloves  and  Corsets 

I!  it  Comes  from  8$OHSETY9§9  it’s  Right 

DICK’S  LAUNDRY 
COMPANY 

THE  HOUSE  OF  QUALITY 

PHONE  72 

ELLIS ,  STONE  &  COMPANY 

The  one-price  Dry  Goods  Store 
226-228  S.  ELM  ST. 

OUR  SCHOOL  SHOES  FOR  BOYS  AND  GIRLS 

Are  Built  to  Wear,  Fit  and  Please. 

OOBL-E1  &  MEBANE 

We  give  Trading  Stamps  Tiie  ^ash  Shoe  Store 

Sclpffman  JeWelry  Company 
Leadipg  JeWe levs 


Greensboro, 


North  Carolina, 


Dr.  G.  W.  Whitsett, 

DENTIST 

Office  over  Clegg’s  Uptown  Cafe. 


L.  Francis  Hanes 

PHOTOGRAPHER 

Special  prices  to  Students  of  the  High  School. 
OriDosite  McAdoo  Hotel* 


Dr.  W.  W.  Rowe 

JNO.  H.  WHEELER. 

D.  D.  S. 

DENTIST 

Room  2,  2nd  floor  Greensboro 
Loan  and  Trust  Co.  Building. 
Next  to  McAdoo  Hotel 

308^2  South  Elm  Street, 

Greensboro,  -  -  *  N.  C. 

SAY,  BOYS.  LISTEN! 


Wear  Clothes,  Good  Clothes,  Clothes  that  are  ALL  WOOL 
ALT,  RIGHT,  the  Hart,  Schaffner  &  Marx  Make 

AND  AGAIN,  BOYS 


Wear  Shoes,  Good  Shoes.  Call  for  the  Boyden. 
Our  Store  is  the  Home  is  this  high  class  Merchandise 


CRAWFORD  &  REES 


HAVE  YOU  A  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENT 

In  your  home?  If  not,  get  your  father  or  mother  interested 
in  the  greatest  of  all  musical  instruments,  the  Victor  Talking 
Machine.  Get  them  to  let  us  send  one  to  your  home  for  a 
free  entertainment  for  one  night.  We’ll  do  it  with  pleasure 


VICTORS  FROM  SIO  TO  $250 
WHARTON  BROS. 

We  are  agents  for  Spalding  Athletic  Goods 


F.  B.  RICKS,  President  F.  C.  BOYLES,  Cashier  # 

E.  J.  STAFFORD,  V.  Pres.  I.  F.  PEEBLES,  Asst.  Cashier 

Commercial  National  Bank 

Capital,  $200,000 

Greensboro,  folortfa  Carolina 

lend  you  a  helping  hand 
appreciate  your  account 
pay  you  4  pr.  ct.  interest 


If  It’s  Kept  in  Any  Drug  Store 

i 

You’ll  Find  It  At 

F ariss- KJtitst  Drug  Co. 

The  store  that  appreciates  your  business.  Agents  for 
Huyler’s  Candy,  Eastman  Kodak’s  and  Supplies. 

Christmas  Money 

is  restless  money.  It  skips  from  place 
and  is  hard  to  settle  on  any  one  thing. 

If  you  settle  some  on  a  dozen  of  our 
fine  photos  for  distribution  among  your 
friends  you  will  give  them  ali  a  great 
deal  of  pleasure  and  you  will  find  that 
a  remembrance  of  this  kind  will  not 

Cost  Bail  as  Much 

as  a  dozen  small  gifts  that  will  probably 
be  duplicated  by  some  of  their  other  friends 
We  take  time  and  patience  to  insure  you  a 
fine  photo.  '  Come  in  and  sit  for  one  now 
if  you  want  it  for  the  holidays . 

Alderman  &  Eutsler 

Art  Photographers 
113%  E.  market,  Greensboro 


© 

s 

© 

© 

© 

© 

© 


Nunnaliy’s  Fine  Candies 


AT 


Gardner's  Drug  Store 


CUT  FLOWERS  FOR  /ILL  OCCASIONS 


DR.  C.  T.  LIPSCOMB 


DENTIST 

Office  over  Sykes’  Drug  Company,  Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Phone  793. 


BOYS ,  WE  WANT  YOU 

To  remember  us  when  you  need  anything  in  the 
SPORTING  GOODS  LIND.  We  can  make  it 
decidedly  interesting  for  you.  :  :  :  : 

“HEGM  QUALITY,  LOW  PRICE ?  Out  Motto 

Beall  Helwe .  &  Implement  Go . 


BOYS,  TAKE  YOUR  FILMS  TO 


108i  West  Market  Street 

For  developing  and  painting.  Prompt  service.  Reasonable 
prices.  Expert  in  charge  who  will  gladly  help  you  when 
you  get  in  trouble. 

£SJust  Right55  Laundry 

means  having  your  work  done  right  and  deliv¬ 
ered  promptly.  We  have  modern  equipment 
and  a  perfect  delivery  service — two  reasons 
why  you  should  patronize  us  We  keep  your 
linen  nicely  mended. 

COLUMBIA  LAUNDRY  CO. 

114-116  Fayetteville  St.  Two  Phones  176-633. 


BOYS  AND  GIRLS  OF  THE 
CITY  SCHOOLS 

You  will  be  doing  your  mothers  a  great  favor  by  havino- 
your  fathers  and  brothers  to  buy  the  Interwoven  sock. 

Your  mother’s  darning-  days  will  then  be  over 

Riclk&  -  Donnell  -  IVIesSearlis  Co. 

Everything  In  Men’s  Wear 


OUR 

ADVERTISERS 

ARE 

THE  BEST 


NUFF  SED! 


Preparation  for  College 

At  this  time  when  many  young  people  are  turning  their  thoughts 
toward  the  subject  of  higher  education  we  want  to  impress  upon 
their  minds  the  importance  of  saving  money  for  use  later  on. 

H  A  prominent  educator  says:  “The  time  for  a  boy  to  begin  to 
save  is  when  he  is  in  the  High  School,  say  from  twelve  or  thir¬ 
teen  on  for  the  next  four  years.  If  he  saves  then  (from  his  own 
earnings  or  from  spending  money  allowed  him  by  his  parents), 
no  matter  how  little,  and  gets  the  habit  of  saving,  when  the 
many  calls  during  his  college  career  come  to  him,  he  will  have 
himself  well  in  hand.” 

Tj  You  can  open  a  savings  account  here  with  one  dollar.  4  per 
cent,  interest. 

American  Exchange  Bank 

GREENSBORO,  N.  C. 


START  RIGHT 


Our  Ideal  Policy’  is  tlie 

STANDARD 

Before  buying  Insurance,  investigate  the  Policies  issued  by 

The  Security  Life  and  Annuity  Co. 

OP  GREENSBORO,  NORTH  CAROLINA. 

MUTUAL,  LEGAL  RRSKRVR 

Geo.  A.  Grimsley,  Sec.  C.  C.  Taylor,  Mgr.  of  Agts. 

HARRY-BELK  BROS.  COMPANY 
BIG  DEPARTMENT  STORE 

Where  you  can  always  find  everything  in  most  choice  and  sea¬ 
sonable  merchandise  at  very  lowest  prices.  Dry  goods,  Shoes 
Clothing,  Notions,  Millinery,  Ladies’  Readyto-Wear;  in  fact 
anything  in  wearing  apparel  for  man  or  lady,  boy  or  girl. 


Remember  the  Place  240-242  South  Elm  St. 


SPRING  and  SUMMER  1910 


will  bring  out  a  lot  of  new  ideas  in 


Footwear  for  the  Young 


We  fee 


ep  our  store  young  by  selling  new  styles. 


SHOES  OR  OXFORDS  IN  ALL  LEATHERS 


and  all  are  to  be  relied  upon. 


Come  See  the  Style  Show 
in  our  New  Shop 


J.  M.  Hendrix  &,  Co 


223  SOUTH  ELM  STREET 


The  Home  of  Good  Shoes 


